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was feeling. ' This house, deserted as it is,
is better than Uldale just now. Everyone is
at odds there, and I am weary of trying to
make them better. I want a life of my own.
Warren.'

*  Come away with me, then/ he said.

* But that would be no life of my own.    Since
Uncle Tom carried me out of this place in his
arms I have been for ever mixed with the lives of
other people,'

* You can go to a nunnery/ he said, laughing.
He came a little closer to her.    The fire was
burning with splendid energy and roaring up the
chimney.

* No.    I am mixed with other people because
I want to be.    I am not such a coxcomb as to
suppose that I am inhuman.    I am inquisitive;
I must know just what their lives are, and then
I must tell them what they ought to be.    And
yet I wish to be by myself.    I am only happy in
one place, and that is Watendlath.*

* Are you not happy now? '

*  I shall soon be warm, and then, when I am,
I will tell you whether I am happy.'

He put his arm around her; she did not move
away. Why should she if it pleased him? And
he was alive. His heart was beating against her
breast. She was tired of anger and disappoint-
ment. Her heart ached to be kind.

She went on talking. At last he said (his
hand was trembling under hers):

* Judith, I love you every day more, . .. What
shall be done about it?'